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DECEMBER 2003 


When the last volume was laminated and bound | realised that it is a great format 
for what I have always wanted to do, namely a personal record in both words and 
photos with irreverent comments and ‘rubbish’. (A definition of rubbish is 
tomorrow’s antiques, just like ‘weeds’ are flowers in the wrong place.) So | am 
unashamedly continuing harvesting ‘rubbish’ but it’s my rubbish and it’s keeping 
me off the streets and not glued to ‘the box’...so | will continue. 


| have made a file of photos that | liked and unlike all the rest of my thousands of 
images were not in any order or even in any particular category other than | liked 
them and as this is for my pleasure and hopefully also for anyone that is reading 
this | hope you will also enjoy them. They appear slowly as it takes an age to 
manipulate them to give a pleasing finish and then to print them but at last / can 
do this and | do not have to take them in to a professional ‘house’ to do the final 
finish. 


My book of ‘musings’, started in 1987 will hopefully also give me some inspiration 
that | will include in this book. 


Finally, | notice that the last page of Volume (3) made no mention of DP. Sorry 
son, that was unforgivable and certainly unintentional. We love you very much 
and know that at the moment you are going through a difficult time with the 
expectant baby etc and we do not always say the things you wish to hear but 
believe me son we only say what we feel and our first thoughts are for you. So 
on that note, this book is dedicated to you DP...... no offence Tammy we still love 
you too !! 


New Year’s Day 2004 


Last night’s fireworks were a damp celebration of mass organised inefficiency. 
Promoted as a rival to Sydney, they were a display off gross deficiency. 
Underlining my feelings on ‘large’ equating to ‘strength’. In reality ‘small’ is 
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beautiful being controllable and accountable whereas ‘big’ hides inefficiency, 
corruption and laziness.. The European Union getting larger by the day illustrates 
this and any thinking person can see it will not work. Money leaks out like a dam 
made of blotting paper 


On a personal level | now feel that life is levelling out. Not, God-forbid, an 
admission of approaching old- age (even though 60 looms ahead in two weeks) 
but an appreciation of what | have got. (No Lynn, not money...Yes Lynn, it is 
important but....) Money does not buy the phone call from friends who are sorry 
that due to ill health | can not come to the New Year's eve party and saying that | 
will be missed. The phone call from Tammy (dmy special buddy) saying that she 
phoned just to say she loves me. My other buddy DP with his hug on leaving 
saying that it was great to hang out with us for the last few days. The cuddle 
from Larne and the smile on her face when she sees me. The happiness on the 
faces of Tammy and Ben when they are together and the embrace from Jack and 
John when we meet at skating. The morning call from dear Mum when she wants 
to know if | am better. All these seemingly small things add up to a whole life of 
fun and wonderful people round me. For this | am grateful and happy beyond 


words. 
= 


Photos..images taken over the years transport me back to earlier times and | 
realise that without these images | would find it difficult to find these moments in 
the deep recesses of my mind and therefore they are very important to me. 


Tea with Jo and her relatives and Larnie was a lovely afternoon and different 
ages, different cultures and backgrounds all enjoyed one another’s company. 
There must be a moral there somewhere. 


An early night and back to work early tomorrow...the start of what | hope will be 
a great year ahead with a great family and a wonderful wife..... 


